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ISOBEL. 

Dedicated  to  iny  beloved  and  affectionate  sister.  Nettie. 

H1  LUSHES  the  west  with  red  and  gold  ; 
1        The  sun  sinks  o'er  the  sea  ; 
The  evening  lowers  o'er  the  land- 
Maid  Isobel  weeps  on  the  lea. 
Her  golden  tresses  are  gently  stirred 
By  the  breeze  that  heralds  the  eve ; 
The  buttercups  vie  with  the  daisy  blooms 
In  the  spot  that  she  will  not  leave. 
O,  Isobel  with  the  fair  blue  eyes, 
O,  maid  with  the  broken  heart, 
Leave,  leave  the  cold  of  the  darkening  lea 
Ere  yonder  sun  depart. 
But  the  daylight  flees 
O'er  the  verdant  leas 
And  creeps  from  the  hills  to  the  sea. 
And  the  breezes  sigh, 
And  softly  die, 
Where  Isobel  weeps  on  the  lea. 

All  day  are  the  daisies  blooming  wild, 

Anemones  play  with  the  wind, 

The  buttercups  toss  with  their  golden  cups 


In  each  little  zephyr  they  find. 

Across  the  sky  are  the  light  clouds  blown  : 

They  come  from  the  hills  where  the  corn  is  grown, 

And  hurry  across  to  the  sea. 

They  throw  their  shadows  o'er  hill  and  glen, 

They  darken  the  flowers  again  and  again, 

Where  Isobel  weeps  on  the  lea. 

And  the  butterflies  doze 

On  the  little  wild  rose ; 

Wee  fairies  they  fain  would  be. 

But  the  breezes  sigh, 

And  softly  die, 

Where  Isobel  weeps  on  the  lea. 

O  fair  sweet  maid  with  thy  cherished  grief, 

Stay  not,  for  the  day  is  done. 

Come,  bind  your  tresses  and  hasten  away, — 

Turn  home  with  the  setting  sun. 

But  still  she's  wrapped  in  her  grief's  cold  bands, 

Her  face  is  hid  in  her  still,  white  hands, 

She  rests  on  her  bended  knee. 

O  weeping  maid,  hide  not  thy  face  ; 

Did  your  lover  die  at  sea  ? 

E'en  so,  go  seek  your  mother's  breast,— 

Flee  home  from  the  dread,  dark  lea. 

Was  he  dark  ?     Was  he  fair  ? 


Had  he  curly  hair  ? 

Had  he  eyes  as  pure  as  thine  .- 

Did  he  die  abroad  ?     Did  he  die  at  home  ? 

Did  he  sink  in  the  dark  sea-brine  ? 

But  she  answers  not,  and  her  face  is  cold  ; 

She  knows  not  land  nor  sea. 

And  the  breezes  sigh, 

And  slowly  die, 

Where  Isobel  weeps  on  the  lea. 

The  day  is  gone,  and  the  night  is  chill ; 

The  wind  blows  cold  and  free. 

The  frost  lies  thick  on  hill  and  field, 

Where  Isobel  weeps  on  the  lea. 

And  the  moan  of  the  sea  sounds  loud  and  clear, 

Through  the  still  dark  air  of  night ; 

The  moon  is  silvering  all  the  land 

With  a  pale  but  a  cold,  cold  light. 

And  the  night-winds  creep 

O'er  the  flowers  asleep, 

Where  Isobel  weeps  on  the  lea. 

"  The  frost  was  heavy,"  the  stout  swain  saith. 
"  It  nipped  the  wheat  in  the  ear ; 
"  It  spared  the  corn,  but  the  flax  is  gone, 
"  And  it  e'en  did  worse,  I  fear." 


Worse  !     Ah,  yes,  for  he  little  knew 

What  yonder  hillock  meant. 

He  little  knew  what  there  lay  cold 

Till  o'er  the  lea  he  went. 

Ah,  pity,  yea  pity  with  all  your  heart ; 

But  now  it  is  all  too  late. 

And  carry  her  gently,  softly,  home, 

She's  only  a  flower  for  weight. 

Yes,  heap  the  fire  ; — 

But  a  funeral  pyre 

Is  all  that  her  fire  need  be. 

And  the  winds  will  sigh, 

And  softly  die, 

Where  you  lay  her  to  sleep  on  the  lea. 

And  still  when  you  tread  in  the  evening's  dusk, 

And  catch  the  perfume  of  roses'  musk, 

You  may  drop  a  tear 

On  that  hillock  near 

That  looks  from  the  hills  to  the  sea. 

For  breezes  sigh, 

And  softly  die, 

Where  Isobel  sleeps  on  the  lea. 
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A    SIMILE, 

OFT  I  feel  I'm  like  a  miner, 
Striving  patient,  all  alone, 
In  a  mineral-laden  country, — 
Working  deep  in  rock  and  stone. 
And  I  fondly  hope  that  some  day 

I  may  strike  a  vein  of  gold  ; 

Just  enough  to  make  me  famous, 
And  to  make  the  world  behold. 


SUNSET. 

NOW  the  sunset  hues  are  paling, 
Soon  the  wavering  day  is  gone, 
Fly  the  lights  with  night's  approaching, 
Looking  to  to-morrow's  dawn. 
Over  lake,  and  field,  and  river, 
All  is  fading ;  day  is  done. 
Mark  them !     Cherish,  love  them  fondly, 
Haply  they  may  ne'er  return  ; 
Hope  may  fade  before  the  morrow, 
Life  may  take  a  sadder  turn. 
Cherish  hope  while  yet  we  have  it ; 
When  it  sinks  from  longing  sight, 


Know  ye  if  'twill  come  to-morrow  ? 
Nay,  't  may  find  its  grave  with  night. 
Beacons  of  to-day  may  quiver, 
And  to-morrow  ashes  be  ; 
God  hath  given  hope  to  guide  us, 
Let  us  use  it  ere  it  flee. 


ODE   TO  GREECE. 


HAIL  to  thee,  Mother  of  Nations  ! 
Child  of  the  wondrous  past, 
Wrapped  in  thy  mantle  of  glory- 
Sleep,  but  live  on  to  the  last. 
Live  in  the  hearts  of  thy  scholars, 
Live  in  thy  sons  of  to-day  ; 
Still  at  the  shrine  of  thy  glory 
Nations  their  tributes  will  pay. 
Where  were  there  ever  such  heroes 
As  fought  in  thy  valleys  and  hills  ? 
Where  was  there  ever  such  honor 
As  that  which  thy  history  fills  ? 
Show  me  such  warriors,  statesmen, 
Such  fathers  of  war  and  art 
As  graced  Athens'  halls  and  temples, 
Or  were  reared  in  great  Sparta's  heart  ? 


O  for  such  glory  as  thine  was  ! 
O  for  those  days  that  are  passed ! 
Live,  O  thou  foremost  of  nations,— 
Sleep,  but  live  on  to  the  last. 


LOVE  IS  YOUNG,   AND  LOVE  IS  FAIR. 

IN  the  garden,  banks  of  roses 
Scent  the  blithesome  summer  air  ; 
O'er  the  gravel  trips  a  maiden  ;— 
Love  is  young  and  love  is  fair. 

Taper  fingers  pluck  off  gently 
One  large  rose,  with  utmost  care  ; 
Lips  caress  it,  soft  hands  press  it, 
Drop  it  on  the  gravel  bare. 

Sighs  the  maiden,  blushing  sweetly, 
"  Once  it  was  a  rosebud  fair 
That  I  left  to  tell  its  story, 
Left  it  slowly  fading  there ; 

Now  'tis  more,  for  love  is  blooming, 
Though  to  tell  it  I  scarce  dare." 
And  she  sighs  a  sigh  of  pleasure,- 
Love  is  young  and  love  is  fair. 
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FRIENDSHIP. 

HOW  oft  a  passing  word  or  look 
Has  brought  us  joy  or  sorrow  ! 
How  oft  a  face  passed  by  to-day 

Comes  back  to  us  to-morrow  ! 
How  small  the  action  or  the  word 

That  makes  a  friend  forever  ! 
How  soon  the  secret  of  our  hearts 

Is  bound  as  none  can  sever ! 
How  strong  the  bands  that  make  these  ties, 

Though  they  may  seem  but  hollow  ! 
How  quick,  when  friends  would  turn  away, 

Our  hearts  will  often  follow  ! 


A    PLEA    FOR    THE  POOR. 

MONEY  is  toil ;  and  life  is  work ; 
And  man  must  weave  alone 
The  web  that  envelops  his  narrow  life, 
And  the  ties  that  make  a  home. 
But  fortune  cannot  smile  on  all, — 
Nay,  some  must  brook  her  frown, 
And  shame  on  those  who  shun  a  friend 
Because  his  luck  is  down. 
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O  many  the  souls  that  live  this  day 

In  penury,  want  and  rags, 

That  have  fought  their  battle  as  best  they  might, 

With  a  spirit  that  never  flags. 

And  now  with  a  hope  that  lingers  still, 

They  fain  would  turn  the  sod, 

To  live  a  life  that's  blameless  still 

Before  the  world  and  God. 


TO  MY  FRIEND. 

Mias . 

FAIR  face  of  a  summer's  day  ! 
Whose  lustre  fond  has  shed 
A  halo  round  this  lonely  home, — 
A  light  that's  long  since  dead. 
With  thee  have  fled  the  happy  hours 
Of  summer's  welcome  stay  ; 
With  thee  are  gone  the  passing  joys 
That  lit  a  burdened  day. 
All,  all  that  pleased  have  hastened  by, 
As  if  to  happier  spheres  ; 
And  naught  but  memory  sees  them  now, 
And  naught  but  memory  hears. 
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The  laughter  ringing  loud  and  free 

Amidst  the  summer  flowers, 

Comes  not  again  to  brighten  life, 

And  pass  the  winter's  hours. 

Their  queen  they  knew,  and  followed  far, 

They  heard  thy  parting  call ; 

And  left  me  lonely  sisterless, 

Whilst  thou  hast  all  in  all. 

So  promise  that  of  me  you'll  think, 

And  I  will  think  of  thee,— 

My  little  sometime  sister 

Who  is  far  away  from  me. 


LINES. 

WHAT  is  the  fate  that  waits  the  man 
Who  all  his  life  the  ages  spans 
In  only  heaping  more  and  more 
The  golden  pennies  to  his  store, 

Nor  thinks  of  soul  or  God  ? 
Nay,  answer  not  that  such  as  he, 
A  man  of  joy  and  ease  must  be ; 
For,  though  a  happy  man  he  seem, 
Mark  me  !     His  life  hath  ever  been 

Beneath  God's  chastening  rod. 
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DODO 

1895. 
ITTLE  eyes  of  brightest  blue ; 


Little  cheeks  of  rosy  hue  ; 
Little  dimples  in  them  too  ;— 

Dodo. 

Tiny  dimpled  little  toes ; 
Tiny  puddy  little  nose  ; 
Tiny  lips  so  like  a  rose  ; — 

Dodo. 


0   PRO   riDE  PARVA  ! 


WHEN  passion  stirs  the  inmost  soul, 
Ambition  wakes  the  pen  ; 
Or  sorrow  dwells  on  long-gone  woes, 

And  calls  them  back  again  ; 
One  vision  rises  to  my  eyes 

That  calms  them  all  to  pain 
'Tis  but  an  April  violet 

Beneath  a  wind-blown  sky, 
That  blossoms  sweet,  with  perfect  faith, 

And  trusts  in  God  on  high. 


O  God !  that  I  had  but  the  faith 
That  that  sweet  violet  shows, 

I'd  never  fear  what  man  could  do ; 
And  that,  Christ  only  knows. 


SONG. 

I   LOVE  to  sit  by  the  roaring  sea, 
And  there,  if  I  could,  would  I  ever  be  ; 

Neath  its  foaming  tide 

Would  I  gladly  hide, 
If  to  take  me,  my  love,  to  thee, 
For  there  my  love  lies  buried, 

Neath  the  rolling,  roaring  sea, 
O  there  my  love  lies  buried  ; — 
She  is  far  away  from  me. 

For  there  she  lies, 

With  her  upturned  eyes, 
Longing  in  vain  for  God's  pure  skies, 
And  longing,  I  know,  for  me. 

Long  are  the  years  that  have  rolled  away, 
And  oft  have  I  watched  the  wild  waves  play, 

And  the  white  sea  foam, 

O'er  her  ocean  home, 
In  the  depth  of  the  lonely  sea. 


For  there  my  love  lies  buried, 

Neath  the  cruel,  hungry  sea; 

0  there  my  love  lies  buried  ;— 

1  would  that  she  were  with  me. 

I  see  her  there, 
With  her  wavy  hair, 
Longing  in  vain  for  God's  pure  air, 
And  longing,  I  know,  for  me. 


THE    WEDDING  BELLS. 

WHAT  are  those  bells  that  come  to  me, 
Ringing  aloud  o'er  land  and  sea, 
Ringing  an  anthem  loud  and  free — 
What  may  those  joy-bells  be  ! 

Hark !     For  their  meaning  is  surely  plain  ; 

Hark,  for  they  ring  it  again,  again  : — 
Never  an  atom  of  sorrow  or  pain 

Is  tinging  their  sweet  refrain. 

"  A  Bride !    A  Bride  !  "  do  the  little  bells  say. 

"  A  Groom  !  A  Groom !  "  do  the  big  ones  play. 
And  mingling,  I  hear  in  their  tuneful  lay,— 

"A  marriage  is  made  to-dav." 
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O  what  joy  in  their  wondrous  powers ! 
Sunshine  is  chasing  away  the  showers. 

Lo !    The  meadows  are  spread  with  flowers- 
Joy  on  earth  for  an  hour ! 

The  laughing  brook  in  its  pebbly  bed 
Is  whispering  words  that  it  never  said : 

Each  pine  is  tossing  its  lofty  head, 

And  echoing  back  what  the  bells  have  said. 

"A  Bride !    A  Bride !  "  says  echoing  love. 

"A  Groom !    A  Groom !  "  re-echoes  above. 
And  then  I  hear  like  the  coo  of  a  dove, — 

"  A  marriage  for  love,  for  love." 


TO   THE  CHURCH. 

On  the  celebration  of  its  twenty-fifth  anniversary. 

SACRED  Edifice, 
House  of  Prayer, 
God's  Own  Temple, 
Christ's  Own  Care. 
House  of  the  Sinful, 

House  of  the  Blest, 
House  where  the  weary 
Cometh  to  rest, — 
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Long  five  and  twenty 

Years  o'er  thee  passed, 
Find  thee  as  faithful, 

True  to  the  last ; 
True  to  thy  doctrines, 

True  to  thy  creed,— 
God  sees  thy  hardships, 

Christ  sees  thy  need. 
Though  men  revile  thee, 

God's  hand  is  strong ; 
Praise  Him  His  mercies, 

Vict'ry  thy  song. 
Faith  be  thy  watchword, 

Love  be  thy  star, 
Charity  pour  from  thee 

'Round  and  afar. 
Love  can  will  all  things, 

And  when  men  die, 
For  consolation 

To  thee  they  cry. 
Do  then  thy  duty,— 

Do  it  in  love  ; 
Strong  hands  are  with  thee 

God  is  above. 
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TO  MY  GRANDMOTHER 

GOD  bless  thee,  thou,  whose  reverend  head 
Hast  breasted  brave,  I've  oft  heard  said, 
The  long  threescore  and  nineteen  years, 
That,  mingling  joy,  fear,  hope  and  tears, 
Have  rolled  across  thee  all  in  vain  ; 
For  nought  is  left  to  mark  the  pain 
That  thy  long  life  hast  seen  ; 
Save  that  the  heavy  wrinkles  trace 
Their  deepening  furrows  o'er  thy  face, 
To  add  more  reverence  to  the  place 
That  calls  all  reverence  now. 

What  can  I  pay  to  thee 

Of  all  I  owe  thee  now  ? 

A  thousand  little  tokens  of  my  love 

Would  be  too  small  to  show  ; 

For  though  I  long  to  show  it  thee, 

I  linger,  wondering  how. 

God  grant,  then,  that  the  coming  years 
May  with  them  bring  no  more  sad  tears, 
To  darken  life's  rough  way  ; 
But  may  thy  days  unburdened  pass, 
Till  God  shall  take  thee  home  at  last ; 
And  may  they  bring  along  to  me 


vSome  way  by  which  to  pay  to  thee, 
Some  of  the  great  unfathomed  love, 
Worthy  of  one  from  Heaven  above, 
That  I  have  had  from  thee. 


S/N. 

A  MAN  was  born,— 
With  a  soul  at  rest, 
And  a  body  blest ; 
And  the  world  was  kind  that  morn. 

But  the  infant  grew  ; 

And  the  body  strove 

With  the  soul  to  move ; 
And  the  evil  lived  and  grew. 
As  years  rolled  on, 

And  the  world  grew  cold 

As  the  man  grew  old, 
O'er  the  battle  lost, — not  won. 

Was  the  man's  last  breath, 

The  soul's  last  blow 

To  the  body's  "  No/- 
That 4t  the  wages  of  sin  is  death." 
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SOUDAN. 

SAY,  comrade,  shall  we  e'er  forget 
When  o'er  Soudan  the  red  sun  set 
And  took  away  the  day  ? 

Can  from  our  mem'ries  ere  die  out 
The  inky  night,  that  fearful  shout, 
The  godless,  bloody  fray  ? 

When  devils  black  with  shaggy  hair 
Rushed  in  upon  our  sabres  bare 

Besmeared  with  blood  and  clay,— 

To  wrench  at  them  with  naked  hands, 
And  tear  their  flesh  to  very  strands,— 
Then  fall  where  many  lay  ! 

How  through  the  long,  oppressive  night 
We  fought  in  horror  for  our  life,— 

And  prayed  for  blessed  day  ! 
How,  when  our  strength  had  all  but  fled, 
When  men  were  dying  fast,  or  dead, 

And  all  was  blank  dismay — 

A  blood-red  flush  lit  up  the  skies, 
That  caught  a  hundred  dying  eyes, — 
And  suddenly,  'twas  day. 
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A  UTUMN. 

Dedicated  to  my  loving  aunt,  Mary  Rolpb. 

AUTUMN,  sad  Autumn,  with  its  earlier-closing  days 
Has  come  upon  us  swift  and  unawares, 
Reminding  us  that  winter  yet  must  come, 
And  life  must  have  its  cares. 

Yes,  for  the  happy  summer  now  is  spent ; 

Her  joys  have  glittered,  flickered,  and  are  gone, 
And  leave  us  sadder,  lonelier  than  before, 

To  think  of  all  now  done. 

Sad  do  I  feel  as  o'er  the  gloomy  sky 

The  misty  clouds  and  rolling  vapour  go, 
Slowly  and  sorrowfully,  like  poor,  wandering  birds 

That  know  not  what  to  do. 
Nature  is  still  and  silent  in  her  woe, 

And  quietly  she  dreams  of  all  that's  lost. 
Man  rushes  on  to  fresh  extremities  ; 

But  nature  counts  the  cost. 

Glad  was  the  day  when  up  the  morning  rose 
The  sun,  life-giving,  glorious  in  his  beauty, 

Till  o'er  him  closed  the  cold  and  cruel  clouds 
Like  the  hard-voiced  whisper,  "  Duty." 
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But  chase,  O  chase  these  gloomy  thoughts  away, 
And  take  me,  faithful  Muse,  into  the  past ; 

And  glide  me  softly  o'er  those  summer  lakes, 
Through  days  that  fled  so  fast. 

O  take  me  through  those  woods  and  isles  again, 

And  haste  me  down  those  glittering  pebbly  streams 

That  glide  twixt  tiny  lakes  as  pure  as  day, 
Like  fairest,  sweetest  dreams. 

O  let  me  think  of  friends  that  then  I  met ; 

Let  memory  bring  all  summer  joys  again  ; 
May  they  amuse  my  soul  with  raptures  sweet, 

Like  sunshine  through  the  rain. 

Then  shall  I  be  content  as  I  could  wish  ; 

Then  will  the  hours  in  pleasure  pass  away. 
Then  shall  I  smile  and  even  laugh  to  think 

This  was  a  happy  day. 
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DAISIES. 

DAISIES  of  a  day, 
Strewn  along  the  way, 
Make  life  sweet 
Where'er  we  meet. 

So  may  this  to  thee 
A  wayside  daisy  be  ; 

This  short  measure, 
A  moment's  pleasure. 


PR  Rolph,  A.  H. 
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